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An Elegy upon Edward Dun 
" th Cities Common 


an, / Fj, 


LM Ome New-gate Muſe and ler's aorec 


wy To axtipothize an Plegie , 


C56 6 3058 And [2c each drop that dares to run 


Fram barren eyes fill ewice three T.un , 
That ſo we may ſoon drown our fears , 
And deluge prief in her own tears : 
Let*s think but how he did"the fear 
And then conclude the loſs 1s vrear, 
Pur oh 1. it, adds unto our dread , 
He di'd »ntemely in his beds cl heT: 
The valiant $ ou dier's loth foi yelld®.'”* 
Io We. except it be in Fc {a ; oy 
And wi» 1s he that would not die 


. jo J ; 
Accor. ing to hs quaifgy? t 


't was { oh Death 1) an unjuſt thivg, 


T:51 fnoula'it aeny hum ns OWN ſwing ; 
$:ire, ſure, thou haatt ſome great deſigne - 
J; elfe thowaait roek h'm »ader-lie ; 
Hoy can ur griefs be unreveal'd, 


Win ſo Much vertue di'd conceai'd ? 


(3) 
Who does not hear how every /tcne 
In New-Gate cries. Ohovwe, Ohbow, 
Whilſt all che Pri/'zers ſadly run 
And cry, The Dewil riges on Dun? 
Nuy more, eaca tender-hearted Louſe, 
Belonging to that Maxſion-houſ? , 
Doe ſtrive in Sable robes to craul, 
Like Aforrners to his Funeral. 
The noble Hemp its grief doth they, 
And ſcorch'd with ſorrow cannot crow ; 
The Ax, the Block, the Knife, in brizf, 
Each To! is ruſty now with gr:ef+ 
On? thing I had almoſt forgot, 
Tyburn with grief is grown a Sot; 
And that which breeds ber greateſt harms, 
Is that he di'd not in her arms: 
He's 2one, the cries, that often ſtood 
More then kaack!e deep In blood. 
On with wait a -extrous 47 
He world Puil o:t a 7 ravtor's ret 


Never d1d Mubc': pizrſe him well , 


Fxcept it were S:, P:ulcvers Fell, 

I was his Alt;r and his Spouſe 

To whom he ofcen raid his vower. 
Tnz Alt+rs of the Fcathcn Gods 

Were not fo good as mine by ods ; 


(4) 
Becauſe their Pricffs were not ſo wile 
To offer Mens for Sacrifice : 
Bur my brave Prieſt did plenty bring , 
Of ſuch as murther'd their own King , 
He'd offer them at my h:gh Altar, 
And thought no incenſe like the Hater : 
But he is now Quite void of breath, 
And had no incenſe at his Death, 


His EPITAPH, 


Naderneath this place doth lie 
The Attracle of Crueltie ; 
Tle reſt thee now I have begun, 


Then know , kinde Reader, all's but Dun; 
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